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THOMAS COON

Fall Between Two Stools
The week after Sylvia's funeral, Doc was sitting at his usual place at
the bar, almost as though nothing had happened, except that he spoke even
less than usual and drank his beers a little faster.
Jim's regular customers were friends of Doc, but no closer to him than
drinking companions can be, and some of them tried talking to him but
they did not get many words out of him. Somebody even asked him when
he would start operating again, just to pretend belief in Doc's myth, but
that got no more than an "I dunno," which was muttered to sound like a
grunt. They consequently left him pretty much alone, keeping their gossip
and jocularity among themselves.
Doc thought about that operating story he had always kept going—
what the hell, these people didn't know any better; they couldn't know he
had quit medical school, and it was a lot of fun to say, when it was time to
leave, "Well, got to go—big operation at eight-thirty," or whatever time it
was getting to be. They believed him, he thought, and so what, it was a
harmless thing and it made him feel good.
He did not look haggard; he hardly ever did. He was freshly shaven
and his skin was still handsomely complexioned, even after his wife's death
and nobody-knew-how-many years of constant beer-drinking. The pinkness
of his skin contrasting with his powder-blue suit, which became him so
well that one did not notice how worn, how frayed it had become, made
him seem all the more handsome. He didn't look haggard but he felt that
way—he felt wretched. They could not tell much difference in him, but
they did not look closely enough at his eyes, which were fixed in a cold
blue stare on the bar-long mirror hung behind the row of bottles. With
those eyes he looked at his reflection sometimes; he didn't think much but
just looked at himself and wondered who the hell he was.
It was fun feeling morose and sorry for himself a while, but he got
tired of it and started feeling sorry for other people. He knew these people
in Jim's Bar as well as he had ever known anybody in his life, as well as
the stifling web of colorless relatives he had tried to brush away all during
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his adolescence, as well as his college friends who were silly, apathetic, and
stimulating, as well as the medical school mechanisms who talked of nothing
but making money and women, and certainly as well as Sylvia's friends,
her so proper friends and all-too-rich relatives. He knew these bar people
well, and he liked them more, but in spite of his fondness for them he was
at all times cognizant of their perfect worthlessness. They were all liars, and
they came to Jim's to live their lies in receptive congregation with other liars.
The same people were always there, they all knew each other pretty well,
and Doc had been there longer than most of them and knew that they were
small people, and lying people, and he liked them.
But it was the way they were that made him feel bad about Sylvia.
She never understood people like these—never cared to, of course, as she
had made clear quite a few times. She thought it was the natural low point
in a man's life to stay in a bar all day for days at a time with people like
these, just what a man would do who had failed to get his medical degree,
had quit two jobs and was fired from another, and who had some reason,
at forty-five, to consider himself a failure. She did not understand why he
had ever done those things, did not understand why he did not consider
himself a failure and the society in this bar the lowest, did not understand
him at all, and he could not make her understand, and so could not make
her love him again. He had always loved her just as much, he thought.
Joan was here without Al; she was talking to Roger and Dudley at
the table in the mirror. Every time Al was in the workhouse, which was
periodically, she would come up to Jim's and make eyes at Doc, but he
was always unresponsive and she would go off with Dudley. When Al got
°ut he would come whining back to her like a beat puppy, and she would
take up with him again until she got tired of him, when she would refuse
to let him into her house some night on the grounds that he was drunk,
although she had often been plenty drunker, and then Al would scream
and pound on the door and throw himself defiantly into her flower bed,
which she took care of as though it were her only child, and then she would
call the police to take him away and the next day come up to Jim's to latch
°n to Dudley for the interim.
Doc realized now that he was staring right into Joan's eyes in the mirror,
^d she was looking back; she had probably smiled and received no response
—he was sorry about his rudeness and nodded to her in the mirror with a
faint smile. Dudley had asked her something and was waiting for an answer,
but she had not noticed. She was looking at Doc, and then she was getting up.
She couldn't accept the nod and forget about him, he thought. She had
to come over and talk.
"Hiya, Doc. Hey, your beer's empty."
He grunted and said, "Want one?"
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"Sure."
Jim set up the beers and Doc said, "Where's Al?"
"Aah . . She gulped at her drink. "Bum's in the workhouse."
Then she started talking. She went on torrentially about whatever
popped into her head; Doc knew it was not important what she was saying
and ignored the words. He knew why she was talking to him—she probably
figured that he would have no excuse for being so damned moral now that
she was dead.
He sipped at his beer and looked straight ahead into the mirror again,
watching her face animate as it turned toward his, watching her dress up
seduction in its Sunday best and exhibit it as trivial conversation. She did
not have an attractive face; it was the face of a middle-aged housewife and
divorcee with a teenage daughter at home—the older one had disappeared
one night and had sent a letter two weeks later from Arizona saying she
was married. It was not a face that was well taken care of, like Sylvia's,
but was rather shapeless, lined, and forgettable, fringed with unbrushed
graying hair, and a cigarette or a beer usually at the lips.
He liked her all right though, he reflected, and didn't mind having her
babble at him, having her consider him a desirable lover.
Then Doc wondered what excuse he did have for not taking her home
this time. The obvious answer was, of course, that it was not a respectable
thing to do. If he compared this woman to Sylvia she would become a
ludicrous tart. Sylvia would have had nothing but haughty distaste for this
woman . . . but, still . . . He knew he had to get rid of Sylvia. Or rather,
of this feeling he had, this tyrannous feeling ... it was a feel of obligation.
This feeling of obligation he had for Sylvia, against which he had sinned
countless times in minor respects, against which his very nature had forced
him to sin and then forced on him the agony of guilt which was its own
penance, this feeling of obligation had not died with her, but he knew that
it had been dealt a mortal blow, that it was knocked down to its knees and
might not give him much trouble if he chose to disobey it. This time he
would disobey it not by pretending to be unaware of its existence but by
looking at is squarely in the eye and consciously, deliberately doing whatever
he pleased.
Doc put his hand over Joan's on the table. She looked at his hand and
saw the clean pinkness around an appealing field of hair, saw the finely
proportioned fingers and the nails that looked manicured; then, not knowing
quite what to make of it, she looked up to find his blue eyes swimming
into hers with a gaze of such intensity that she found herself utterly
incapable of speech.
"You're a very appealing woman, you know," he muttered.
The drinkers at the tables and the woman at the other end of the bar
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were watching them now with intermittent glances, but neither of them
noticed. Dudley, the huge cabdriver, was angry and tried to ignore them by
continuing his conversation with Roger, the skinny little salesman, but
Roger paid no attention to him and then he himself could not remember
what he had been saying.
That woman was fickle—she had always been his before, it was a regular
thing every time A1 was gone. She didn't mind who she got, even a man
with a wife only a week put away. Had it been somebody else stealing her,
Dudley would have snarled and scared the man away. But Doc—that fellow
could give a guy such a loo\, a look that could make you feel like the
crudest person that ever lived on earth.
So Dudley sat still and watched. He watched while Doc came over and
asked Roger if he might borrow Roger's car so that he could take her home.
He watched while Doc walked back to her smiling, keys in hand, to help
her with her coat. He watched until Doc closed the door behind them.
Then he ordered another beer.
The house was a mess. Clothes, glasses, and beer bottles lay about on
the floor and furniture, and dust and ashes were everywhere. Doc's face
immediately expressed disgust, an expression he did not attempt to hide
when she looked at him to take his coat. "House sure his messy, ain't it?"
she said amiably and a little too nervously.
She tried to be chatty and pleasant. "Now you just sit yourself on the
sofa and make yourself real comfortable. Lemme see—1 thinly there's some
heer in the refrigerator—well, I'll go check and you make yourself at home."
He did not reply but sat on the sofa and looked around at the room.
Then he thought of his own house and Sylvia . . . "Yep!" Joan shouted.
Plenty of beer. Just a second, Doc!"
He did not know whether he could enjoy another beer, anyway. He
knew his eyes were glassy and his thinking was getting numb; he took the
hottle she offered without gratitude. He did not feel like talking at all;
he was at the point where he liked just to sit and stare and daydream. But
Joan talked.
She talked about hew she had lived in this house for twelve years—her
husband had bought it just a couple of years before he had left her—and
she talked about her daughter who had disappeared three—was it three?
~~yes, three years ago and got married to a fellow of whom Joan did not
approve at all.
"And how are your kids, Doc?"

"Hm?"

"How are your kids?"
"Living with her mother."
"It must have been an awful blow to them, losing their mother like that.

SETH KELLOGG

On the Hill
i
Again
the swollen river
tears the winter stillness.
Again
the frosted bank
and all debris
dissolves in muddy terror
in the morning of the icy water.
A numbing expiation
before the blind renewal
of an ancient ageless ritual.
The valley
worn-wrapped around
the cancerous hill,
driven from the festered womb
a live and lonely matricide,
Satan risen from the burning tomb
instilled in us a holy pride.
t

Dread in the heart of the grecian lord,
pity, the heart of Jehovah.
The river is afraid
the sun is afraid
the gods are afraid,
ol' lupe falling out upon the land
turning april into mockery.
Or ever avenging titan
founds a human dynasty
amid the endless clamor
of the harvest horn of destiny.
Jahweh shakes and strokes
his greying beard.

KELLOGG

9
The still-born medieval dream
and a blind man's odyssey
can nevermore redeem
our drunken free fraternity.
Sore obsession
fouls on the pasture home,
a consecrated curse
where templed human hopes
are wretched scattered patches
of an old man's funeral cloak,
while still we revel in the banquet hall.
The kingdom decays
the king delays,
will his coming
silence our corrupted blood?
II
The curtains flutter briefly
as the sanctum whisper
softens into silence
and the lean old man in triumph
gazes on his enemies.
A bitter patience
hangs upon the shoulders
bent for service.
The pig-men sweat and smoke
in the nightmare air of power,
breathing in faustian wonder
at the demon they have conjured,
the fabled mad magician.
"I am professor Plato."
The long exile is done.
"I have suffered great indignity
in every city of the sun,
my mirrored gift has threatened me
from drawn sword and lifted gun.
I have felt the poison in your faces
full of polished teeth,
and the scars have left the traces
of a brittle crying leaf.
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with the honey and the grit together
in the softened shadow
of initiatory dance.
Fresh wine-sin
lined in vinegar.
Arms and a song,
this war to win but never fight
and raise the standard way upright,
to sister nurse the crudity of arrogance and wrath
padding the ribs of poverty in belly laugh,
our lonesome torch is risen on a single staff.
I hear them as the sea in columns flung
upon the gravelled strand with Adam's tongue,
where depths with brash and windy land collide
sounding a savage rhythm in a broken tide,
the damned are marching side by side.
IV
And now the laughter and the roar
of many bodies in a darkened room,
and fewer in a darker room.
At first the freshened sense
of cleanliness,
to which necessity is nearest,
decays with time as even sense of time
is quietly in sipping shattered
into smiles.
The artistry of intercourse
will reach perhaps the ultimate conclusion
amidst the late and last confusion.
The currents changing, swirling silently
upon the noisy grains of sand
that filter ceaselessly within
the dancing air.
Mingle there,
and leaving learn
forbidden secrets
hidden in the recess of the heart.
Even Adam's eyes
and every sleepless reenactment
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hovers here
and somehow hurts us.
How can I hope to turn away
and still be man,
or am I more than man
and yet a man ?
Who will measure now the choir dirge
and silence bonded words?
Mother hear me call,
earth eyes of my beloved
cover me, and quiet me
with colored tears.
Season seeded mountains
cry their virgin snows
upon their tainted whithers.
The common cloisters huddled here
upon the thin aired oaths
reach consumation
on the bed of compromise.
The poor are beggared
on the door of passion,
the rich upstanding
neat and glamorous,
the prosperous and smug.
This clumsy generation
—is only cross and crutch and cudgel.
Over back beyond my farmland home
new england's barren hills are born,
and high upon the wind my childhood's blown
with mankind's half remembered horn.

JOHN BINDER

Autumn
The rattling leaves
bear a wind
and prophesy a death.
Now, heard in turning slowly
away from the necromancy of living.
They are the bones of a flying horse,
a song singing to itself sadly
measuring away its voice.
Here is a wrinkled woman
dressing her odd passion
in a ball gown,
remembered late,
worn alone, repairing the joy
of a childhood dance.
If fits now, but her eye
confines the mirror to a slim waist
and cannot run to her fine throat
and the white suggestion of laugh
the soft throbbing hills of her heart
beneath that gown
is flesh unbearable
to touch and dream
alike.
Every face dreams of wishing
you can see it in eyes
that line up like waves
across the sterile countryside,
And trickle
under the smoky gates
of the city.

15

BINDER
Even the habit of harvest hands
of chasing negroes in the street
Or the brittle lisp of congregations
doling out their Sunday praise
Seems the ceremony
of some timid dream.
The crowded corners of
every hot summer town
dance to the thousand
clicking feet of youth
searching the rhythms of
anxious songs resignedly
And with the slow turn of days
even the holy stars list and give
their white bellies to the sky.
In dry hands they pale and die;
A thousand wrists return
to a thousand sides.

MALCOLM JENSEN

The Art of Lying
Today had been frightful. The longer Paul sat here, the more convinced
he became. Nothing had gone right. Angrily he opened the drawer and
drew out a small brown leather notebook, which he opened to yesterday's
entry.
This is awful, he muttered, and crossed out the first paragraph with
a few hard strokes of his pen. "1 his is just not suitable," and he struck out
another sentence. He read the rest slowly and critically, replacing words
and phrases, and occasionally rewrote a sentence. When he had finished his
corrections, he removed the entry from the notebook and wrote on the top
of a new blank page: 19 June. That was yesterday's date. He began to write.
What an unspeakably miserable day it has been! There was an im
placably fat walrus of a woman who insisted I had made a mistake,
and made me go through her entire purchase and ring up every single
item again. I knew she was one of them when I saw her waddling
towards me with that cart absolutely dripping with food. She was
actually bumping it along with her stomach! She was right of course.
I had made a mistake. But, indeed, there are more important concerns
than frankfurters and soup and cash registers, and putting them together
properly. Potatoes and carrots would have been more suitable there.
Paul stopped writing. He had the most painful doubts about that beginning.
Whether or not he should leave it, or start the whole thing over again, was
something that he could not decide. He left the desk and walked to the
kitchen, where he took from the refrigerator a large sandwich. He chewed
it absently as he paced up and down. Going back into the living room, he
sat down again to the writing, and continued from where he had left off.
One can see from this how perfectly unrealistic it is to expect any journal
such as mine to be genuine. It obviously can't be an unmeditated
dashing-ofif of my most confidential opinions and emotions. I am writing
for an audience, just like everyone else. In addition, this journal was
designed to be a novelistic exercise. But, of course, it shouldn't be neces
sary to conceal anything. It is so frightfully disagreeable to write at all.
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I haggle with myself over all sorts of stupid little nuances. 1 had, for
example, scruples of style about putting "journal" and "genuine" in the
same sentence. Other great writers have confessed to a similar torment.
However, I must never neglect to write this journal with enough craft
that it might be a novel in the first person. It shall furnish all the mate
rial, at any rate. I console myself with the awareness of my power. That
egregious woman humiliated me thoroughly this morning, but now she
is completely helpless. I can do with her what I want. I can push all of
that disgusting flesh into a paragraph, and make them laugh at her, or
hate her, as I will. I saw someone today who looked for all the world
like Dali's Christ of St. John of the Cross.
He copied the remainder on to the clean pages, read over the corrected
version once again, and replaced the notebook in the drawer. This was his
journal of daily events.
Paul Vincent was not being hypocritical .He knew what he was doing.
He was creating a fictional Character—"C." Walking around in the living
room of his apartment, he worried if he had not overly exaggerated the
style of the prose. "No, I want him to write like that—the more mannered
and ridiculous, the better." It was not an uncomfortable room; it presented,
however, a strange combination of the insipid and the unusual, the costly
and the glaringly cheap. The effect was not ugliness or discordance, but
something like bewilderment, and monotony. A splendid framed print of
Salvatore Dali's Christ of St. John of the Cross was hung over a convertible
sofa-bed. The single large window overlooking the courtyard was covered
with a plain yellow shade. There were only two small lamps in the room.
One of them, a tiny porcelain imitation of a famous Greek statue, stood on a
massive writing desk of beautiful gleaming wood. The other was a flashy
metal thing, with a flexible shaft, and was placed on a small table next to
the sofa-bed. Paul did much of his reading in bed. He would read late into
the night, the single lamp casting a yellow beam upon his head and shoulders,
and the book he was holding in his hands or supported on the blankets.
A bit of light would shine through the top of the lamp, and touch on the
painting above his head. Much of the wall space was covered by shelves,
lined with hundreds of books, all of them bound in plain greenish brown
covers. Paul had a liking for Uniform Editions, which he would have
rebound at once in the same shade as the others. He had read all of his books,
hut never fastened on book-plates, or wrote his name in any of them.
Paul ground out a cigarette. It was getting late. Tomorrow he would
have to introduce a physical description of the little man in the Journal.
There were many difficulties to overcome, because a man does not usually
describe himself, externally, to his diary. The actual description presented
no problem. C. was a man who arose every morning at six o clock and
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walked to his labors at the great shining supermarket, where he would
stand for hours behind a cash-register, pawing through thousands of
brightly -colored food packages. Hunks of meat, lumpy brown bags of vege
tables, cartons of milk and cake mix and spaghetti and laundry soap, bottles
of jam, cans of soup and tomato paste. . . .
"And all at the lowest price in town," Paul laughed. He would stand
day after day behind the machine, dressed in a shapeless soiled grey coat
with a little yellow paper cap on his head, a dark slender man with wide
colorless eyes that stared coldly and piercingly at everything and everyone,
except oversized and impatient housewives, who had hard voices, and who
often threatened to call the Manager.
The circumstances of his own life were quite otherwise, Paul reflected,
but they were typical enough. He had spent four inconclusive years at a
respectable university, in the course of which he had come by a languid but
extensive cynicism: this had done nothing to affect the perfectly conventional
pattern of his life, but merely rendered discussion of it uninteresting, or
impossible. The principles had slipped away, his performance in the world
had not visibly been altered by their disappearance, but his conversation had
clearly suffered: suffused by this harmless nihilism, it became repellant to
many persons, and particularly to his parents. When the time came for him
to select an occupation, he had applied himself to a well-known brokerage
firm, a decision which his parents had approved with enthusiasm, but on
such different grounds that the matter had been excluded from that small
number of subjects about which they were still able to talk. At his present
age of twenty-seven, these subjects no longer included anything of importance
to his life. This was regretable, but he had predicted it long ago. Having
com pleted his preparations for bed, he turned out the lamps, and went to sleep.
*#*##*####
The alarm rang at eight-thirty, low and harsh. There rose up in Paul a
vague and bitter resentment—he wanted to smash the little golden instru
ment, the emissary of a round of hateful necessities. Finally he got up, the
alarm having run itself down. It meant only another indifferent day at his
not unpleasant job. Methodically he went through the preparations required
for such a day, and left, locking the door of his apartment behind him.
He walked along the crowded street to a subway entrance, and descended
the dirty grey stairs to the rumbling platforms below. Hastening to a_ turnstile, he entered behind an old woman struggling with several unwieldy
bundles. He studied her carefully. It would lend itself to an Episode. His
Character was already an expert on the Metropolitan subway system.
External necessity, thought Paul stolidly, the unavoidable fact of having a
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destination and a starting point, makes us all familiar with certain segments,
but there is no section however remote that this man has not visited several
times, at least. It was one of C.'s favorite amusements to see how far he could
travel on one token. The incident rapidly took shape in the Journal, which
Paul always kept by him mentally, and which had an immediate physical
presence in a way that the heavy leather briefcase suspended from his hand
did not. "I had darted in behind an old woman so quickly that I slipped
through the mechanism before it clicked shut, and only pretended to insert
a token. Suddenly: 'I saw that, Mister!' And the hideous creature scowled
in my face. Her wrinkled features were splotched all over with holes and
long black hairs, from which actually hung big oily beads of sweat. I hate
people chiseling off me. I pay my lousy fifteen cents. They're on the lookout
for people like you.' I escaped down the platform, and 1 could see her point
ing me out to the people around her, who, needless to say, were interested
only in getting away from her, as I was. A simply filthy old hag. After that,
I . . ." The Journal was interrupted by the crowding of people into the
subway car which had just stopped abreast of Paul. 1 he car was so full that
Paul was tempted to step out, but the doors had already closed. The train
started with a jerk that sent the people in the car swaying off balance. There
were no handstraps available, and Paul was flung against a tall elderly
gentleman, who steadied him with a large white hand. He regained his
balance, but the train was old and dilapidated, and rocked at every curve.
Unable to find a handhold, Paul was repeatedly thrown against the people
around him. It was this way almost every morning, he knew. But nothing
could be done about it. At this hour the trains were always crowded. He
edged out of the car at the right station, and climbed up the stairs to the
street, which was also full of hurrying people.
The office building was a big glassy place. Paul had a small private
office on the ninth floor, where he counseled unimportant clients about small
investments. The secretary opened the shiny metal door.
"A Mr. Winters to see you."
"Alright. I'll see him."
Paul greeted Mr. Winters with the required amount of friendliness,
and told him to sit down. The secretary brought Mr. Winters' portfolio.
It was green. Insignificant. The accounts in that office were filed according
to color, which indicated their order of importance. Green stood for Insig
nificant. Mr. Winters was a wretched nervous old man, retired.
"Mr. Vincent," he began nervously, tapping his knees, then spoke
awkwardly, "You know, Mr. Vincent, I have been following the reports of
that new chemical firm . . . you know . . . the one that's doing so well
• . . but you can't always be sure about these things . . . and that's why I
thought I would ask you first, would it be alright for me to invest in such a
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speculative thing?" His look was embarrassed and eager.
Paul told him that such a move would be against his better judgment.
Such an investment could only be considered injudicious, for the moment,
at least. Mr. Winters agreed with him completely. He was hard of hearing,
and sometimes nodded his head and smiled at remarks which did not call
for either response. He thanked Mr. Vincent for his time, closing respect
fully as he went out the metal door with the thick glass window.
At four-thirty Paul left his office and traveled by subway to his apart
ment, as he did five times in a week.
Paul had grown to dislike C. more and more. He had been keeping this
Journal for years, and his treatment of the Character had gotten less sym
pathetic as time passed, until now the relationship was almost that of hate.
Reading the June 19 entry over for the last time, Paul felt tempted to rip the
whole thing out, and start it all over again. Perhaps he should throw away
the whole Journal, destroy it, and do something else. He went into the
kitchen. He made himself a meal from frozen packages, and ate it hastily
and without pleasure. After a time he returned to the desk, where the
lamplight was leaving a yellow smudge on the deep luster of the wood, and
began another entry.
20 June. There was another beast today. They single me out, I know it.
I am content, however, to stand and watch. I shall have my final revenge.
It is inherent in my Art.
I went to the Establishment again. I had a very good one this time,
very slender and delicate. I must remember the number—45. I was so
pleased that I spoke to Julia about it. Julia is quite a delightful woman,
quite intelligent and surprisingly well-spoken. It has always amazed me
that a person of her exquisite sensibilities should choose to make a living
in such a way. A certain amount of sordidness inevitably attaches to
that sort of thing, despite the excellent quality that she herself main
tains. She is quite rightly proud of her "visitors."
Paul stopped and lit a cigarette, and blew a stream of warm smoke over the
graceful figure of the statue. He continued at the same slow rate, halting to
think out the sentences.
And of course, for myself I am proud of my ability to interpret the
people. I am never wrong. I know I perceive exactly what they look
like inside. I can see through their faces, just as I can see through those
miserable scraps of meat they buy. And I am quite convinced that it
would not matter in the least if I did make a mistake—I can change it
right here, I can make them what I want them to be right here in these
pages which shall become my novel. (It is certainly time for me to begin
my novel: I wait for the culminating experience.) There was a little
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man todav who walked along with rigid little mechanical movements
of his hands and neck. He would take a few stiff little steps, and his
legs seemed totally unconnected with the upper half of his body, and
then his face would break into a wide friendly grin, then instantly
change into a horrible primeaval blank. And then the cycle would repeat
itself, and it was totally unconnected with the events around him. He
was one of those people who manage to appear personally insignificant,
but whose tiny souls you know are positively scalding with rancour and
cruelty. I can just imagine myself strapped in a chair in some narrow
filthy room. I am going to be tortured. And a little man just like that
will walk in with a tray of shiny instruments, and smile cheerily. Yet
a man like that seems so disgustingly harmless. I even said a curt word
to him when he fumbled with his packages and help up the line. I felt
as though I were mishandling a dangerous chemical. It was quite
thrilling.
Incidentally, it isn't safe to ride on the subway any more. There are
dirty old men waiting for you at every turn. There was a big stout one
that kept staring at me in the most unambiguous way, and he finally
actually managed to put a hand on me, for a moment.
That would be all for tonight. Tomorrow was the weekend, and he could
sleep late. But he was always tired after the Journal, he always felt drained
out. Paul went to bed early, and slept heavily.
###*•#•###

Late in the morning he had a visitor. From his bed Paul recognized the
familiar fumbling at the door.
"Come in, Charles," he called, annoyance in his voice.
Charles Foster stepped quickly into the room. He eyed the numerous
books lying about the floor, some open, some standing upright on their
bindings, others piled in little mounds.
"What a mess! I notice they aren't your books, either, but the Library s.
And aren't you ever getting up?" Foster was a slender nervous man. His
krgc grey eyes had a tendency to stare too long at things and people, as if
he were afraid of losing his contact with them. He carefully picked his way
among the books and took a seat in the bulky armchair next to the window.
"My heavens, it's dim in here!" He let the shade roll up with a snap. Its
enough like a barrens as it is!"
Paul shut his book. "I have been reading all morning." He showed
Foster the cover of the book he held in his hand.
"A beautiful humane book." Foster mumbled as he lit a long black
c'gar that sent clouds of strong smoke circulating about his head. The morn•ng sun struck upon the smoke drifting through the room and made it some-
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thing substantial and ponderous.
"I was just about to abandon it, it's the same old thing." Paul sighed.
"There is no power in it. I don't want vicarious experience . . I don't want
to have to believe in some ingenious projection. I do want to see brilliant
fireworks. I don't want to watch the author carefully effacing himself from
the affairs he creates. I do want to see him perform, like a brilliant acrobat.
I want to see a strong man doing his act."
Foster left his chair and began to pace around the room, biting at the
cigar. He forgot to look where he was stepping, and stumbled over a pile
of books, scattering them. "For goodness sake, why is that?"
"Every author must fight with his material, and he might as well
show it."
"Nonsense. You just want to see the author clubbing someone over the
head. It's a sacrilege." Foster dragged on the cigar so violently that bright
sparks flew. He waved a small hand in the air. It looked like a talon. "When
ever are you going to write anything? I've got a poem to show you. Here."
Foster tossed the sheet of paper to Paul, and sat down again in confusion.
He watched Paul anxiously. Finally he said awkwardly that he had to leave.
Charles Foster was often to be found in the huge Public Library, where
a man could wander for hours among the tall dark walls of books without
meeting another person. Sometimes he would dash out into the corridors
and past the guards, almost too quickly for them to stop him. They always
searched him carefully, because he was suspected by everyone of trying to
steal books. Rushing out into the crowded streets, he would stare around him
frantically, fastening his eyes upon the people walking past. He would stand
like this for many hours; soon a few emboldened persons would approach
and warily make their different proposals. But they only received a vague
heavy stare, and would pass hurriedly on. Paul had observed this behaviour
on several occasions. Foster had explained once that it involved a relation
of solidarity with the physical world, or something like that, and Paul had
considered it another one of those eccentricities which everyone is entitled to
have, or to cultivate. Paul had first met Foster in the Library, and only then
realized that they were both employed by the same firm, and indeed, worked
in the same building, and in similar positions.
Foster was a poet. He had published a number of lyrics in monthly
magazines and several of the largest city newspapers.
After Foster had left, Paul read the poem a few more times, and threw
it down. Several thoughts had occurred to him for use in the Journal. He
would have the Character explore in a westerly direction today. He had
already established that C. made a game of riding as far as he could on one
token. The main trick was to avoid ends of the line, where the train would
halt for several minutes, and then travel backwards in the direction from
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which it came. At stops like these the trainmen would walk through the
cars and eject suspicious persons, or make them pay an additional fare.
C. would always manage to appear eminently suspicious. They would always
make him pay another coin.
"Have you read it? It has many weaknesses I'm afraid. Especially in
the last lines." Foster had come in again without knocking. With this uncivil
habit Paul had no patience. It infuriated him.
"Well, what do you think about it?" Foster asked again nervously.
Paul remained silent for several minutes, brooding over the intrusion.
He replied that he thought the poem very nice, as far as it went. Hut couldn t
it have been a little longer? It tried to say too much. Foster answered in a
tired voice that he was afraid of that. They sat and talked for a few minutes
more about nothing of interest to either of them, and then Foster left. They
had never really been close friends, or even useful to each other, and never
would be. All their exchanges were like this.
Paul spent the day in bed, getting up only to prepare some food, and
to write at length in the Journal.
21 June. Today was quite uneventful, aside from a brief visit by Maurice.
One thing that immediately strikes one about his poetry is its complete
and utter poverty of experience, literary or otherwise. For example this
pathetic poem has left with me today. I absolutely suspect poems that
don't have any length! They don't take long enough to write. That title
("Only Connect") is a perfect example of blatant, superficial, amateur
ish literary theft and pretension. Really, Maurice is just too impossible!
It is really a sight to behold, Maurice bounding into one's room, without
so much as a knock, waving a dirty little scrap of paper in the air, gen
erously prepared to tell one exactly what life and literature are all about.
He is a frightfully ugly man, his head is absurdly dolichocephalic,
almost deformed, and he apparently almost never cuts his hair, which
is a sickening reddish shade, because it completely covers his ears. All
this is inserted in a pair of ludicrously fat shoulders that keep twitching
and heaving at every hacking breath he takes. He smokes incessantly,
one cheap weed after another in such rapid succession that I don t be
lieve he draws a breath of fresh air from morning till night. His hands,
naturally enough, are quite noticeably and hideously yellow. He waddles
about my room, leaving a trail of filthy brown ashes, mumbling dis
tractedly all the while about this subject or that. I really do believe
that he might be intelligent, but it seems absolutely impossible for me to
communicate with him. He never seems quite to hear what you have
said to him.
I met him in the Stack Room of the Library, and under the most
curious circumstances. The room is such an enormous labrynthine affair
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that you can actually lose your direction, temporarily. I was reading in
a book when I heard someone shuffling along in one of the nearby rows.
The place is so confusingly built that I couldn't tell exactly where the
sound was coming from, whether it was in front of me or behind me,
or to either side. It came closer and closer, it seemed to be homing in
on me, circling around and around, getting a little louder all the time.
It was extremely annoying, and thoroughly distracted my attention
from my book, which was, incidentally, an essential one. Out of nowhere
came this simply horrifying little beetle, straight at me, as though it were
going to attack. Instead it only waved a limb at me, and inquired what
I was reading. I told him, and he mumbled some perfectly incompre
hensible judgement. It was apparent he couldn't have read it. I met him
there again and again, each time under similar circumstances. As he
doesn t appear to have read very much at all, I often wonder just what
he does there. I can't say it's not highly suspicious.
And I distrust Maurice s methods of writing. They are far too inspir
ational. There is too much of that sham scribbling-on-the-nearest-available-garden-wall kind of thing. There is none of that honourable retreat
into silence and solitude that is so essential for true creation.
I have always striven for originality in my life, wherever feasible.
It is nevertheless true that the conventional is the only thing that never
looks like pose. I must soon begin my novel. I shall use ruthlessly and
without compromise every material available to me. They in themselves
are relatively unimportant. It is the use to which they are put that will
or will not achieve the form of art in the world. And it is after all a
legitimate pleasure to leave a reasonably accurate record of one's life.
These journals will provide a great deal of the substance and probably
even the form of my great \vork to come. Tomorrow evening I shall
go to the beach.
•***••*•«*

It was very late at night. In his room the two lamps shone with a weak
light. Paul sat at the writing desk, the Journal open in front of him. He was
exhausted, and there was something else to write. He thought with despair
that he had been doing this for a long time, and that it had not come to
anything. He ought to tear the notebook into shreds.
A blaring noise came from the next apartment. Someone had turned
on a record player full volume. The sound grew worse, and shouts and
laughter rose over the din.
Goddamn you all. Paul spoke in a low voice of hate and confusion.
He shook his fist at the wall, which could hardly be made out in the darkness
of the room. Those people would have to go. This was not the first time.
Eventually the Superintendent of the building was heard pounding on their
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door, and the noise subsided. Paul turned to the Journal with a certain
eagerness.
22 June. There was a very curious thing tonight. Really, I must set the
scene. The night was very sultry. Yellow stars were shining through the
tangible air over the sand—all in all the beach was rather like a desert.
Under the blanket of haze the sand was choppy just like the sea, and
seemed to heave rhythmically in the mist. The body of the sea was just
like some gigantic mobile presence. And in the middle of all of this I saw
someone coming along towards me.
I watched him approach. An exceedingly handsome youth stepped
into a swath of yellow light that gleamed through the mist on to a set
of the most marvellously muscled shoulders. He was obviously some
sort of athlete, or weight-lifter.
I called him over.
He hesitated, and then shrugged his shoulders and moved very
gracefully over to where I was lying in the sand. He asked me what
1 wanted.
And I am afraid to say that I made the most awful mistake. I am
afraid to say that I was also most cruelly beaten for it. Without exaggera
tion I can only say that my entire face was just one throbbing mass of
excruciated flesh. I don't know how I ever managed to get away. One
of my lips had actually burst! Somehow I managed to stumble away
across the sand—it was an interminable desert waste!—to a wretched
little first aid station.
I lay in one of those abominable cots, bundled in blankets. The
nurse was one of those.
"I'm not hurting you, am I?" she had the stupidity to ask me after
she had just scraped a wad of cotton across one of the open wounds.
"Yes, madam, I am afraid you are," I replied in my stiffest manner,
but of course the allusion was totally lost on her.
A State Patrolman had apparently been summoned, because the
screen door clattered open and this towering slab of a man entered. He
was absolutely festooned with all manner of shiny metal and leather
instruments, so that he actually clanked as he walked.
"What's the trouble here?" he asked in the most stupid tone
imagineable. His face was a jumble of rubbery flesh which he pushed
this way and that as he spoke. The nurse told him that I had been
attacked by hoodlums. I thought it best to tell him that it was only one.
He asked the nurse if he could smoke, and she said yes, without even
consulting my wishes. I would not have permitted it. Nevertheless he
had soon fouled up the air with smoke from a ghastly black cigar.
I had some difficulty speaking, on account of the tortured condition of
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my face, but this is what I told him, and very convincingly I think:
"It is a habit of mine to wali^ along the beach on warm nights. I
love the night. I had just paused to lool{ out over the sea at a blinking
yellow light that seemed unusually close to shore—there must have been
a vessel closeby—when someone crashed into me from behind and
{{nocked me on my face in the sand. I could barely see my assailant, but
he seemed very large, almost fat, I thin\, and it seemed that he was
extraordinarily tall. I cannot of course describe his clothing, except to
say that it was not a bathing suit. And then he began to f{ic\ me, all
over my body. He was wearing heavy footwear."
The patrolman asked me some more unintelligent questions, which
I answered in much detail, and I went on to say:
" 7 here is one more thing. I always carry with me a small brown
leather notebook^, as I am in the habit of jotting down my miscellaneous
impressions. I am a writer. I thinly that he threw it into the sea."
Then he asked me my name. As I told him, he began clumsily to
spell out all that I had told him in a preposterous little pad which he
carried fastened to his belt. I practically shouted with joy. I had un
deniably triumphed! What a magnificent victory! Not only had I finally
succeeded in dictating to one of them, but I had actually stuffed him in
his own report! And it strikes me like the brilliant flash it is, that I have
finally written the beginning paragraph. It would make the perfect
opening for my novel—"It is a habit of mine. . . Perfect! It is just
what I have been waiting for! And I have actually published that first
paragraph! These words will be the last of my journal.

Paul dropped the pen on the desk top, and slumped in the chair. All
his strength had left him, and it seemed that it would never return. He
might have sat at the desk for rrtany hours, if the jangling discordant sound
of the record player had not again crashed into the room. The sound became
louder and more strident, it bored through the wall; neither the thick beams
and plaster nor the heavy shelves of books could shut out the drunken
laughter and the raging of the machine. When the noise had again died
away under the shouts and poundings of the Superintendent, Paul picked
up the pen and crossed out the last paragraph. It wouldn't do. That part
about the notebook in the sea would have to go, too. It didn't fit. Tomorrow
he would rewrite the whole thing.
As he closed the notebook and replaced it in the drawer, there was a
quiet knock at the door. The door was pushed open, and Charles Foster
stood inside. Paul turned his head wearily, and the lamplight slid across
the white bandages that covered his face.
Foster glanced at him, and walked out.
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